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a BIG KICK out 
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SHIELD G-MAN CLUB 



BULLETIN NO. 2 2 

THE BLACK HOOD IS ON THE AIR! 

This is probably tin news to any of you C-Man members. From ihe way the letters have been 
Pouring into Ihe radio station, it would seem that everybody and their relatives arc enthusiastic Black 
Hood Tans. Dusty and I have been listening to every program since our pal, the Hood, first hit the 
air-waves -and take it from us, gang— he's terrific! 

We could rave on and on. But the easiest way to convince yourselves is to tune in on him. Ihe 
Hoods on every night, Monday to Friday, on the Mutual Broadcasting System. You'll find he's the 
same two-fisted he-man we've known and loved in TOP NOTCH LAUGH COMICS for so many years. 

One more thing before Dusty and I say so-long. How's about you C-Man members dropping a 
line to Station WOR. N. Y. C, N. Y.? Tell 'em how much you like the Black Hood. He'd sure 

tK!t,'u > ,, S r U 7n«,^ ty a " d L I,M SUre k nicc lo know a " ,he P als ,he Hood made in 
I UP INUILH LALGH COMICS are rooting for him. 

And besides, it's part of our G-Man club code to stick with our pals, isn't it? 

Sincerely, 




Here are the latest honorary members to be enrolled in the C-Man Club. 



HORACE THOMPSON 

527 So. I2ih Street 

Pailue-ah, Ky. 

BURTON ATKINS 

Fl. Si. H klon, Texas 

MVRII.YN MUELLER 

•Mil W. Srhlincer Avenue 

West Mli- 14, Wis. 



KENNETH JAMES 

607 W. Valley 
Valley Park, Mo. 

NANCY RANOLE 

1021 63 
C.alveslon. Texas 

MARILYN TORE 
R. I (.overs 1-ane 
JelTersonlown, Ky. 



PETE POWELL 
17 Second Avenue 
Anderson, S. C. 

VASCO NUNES 

103 Magnolia Street 

Newark 3, N. J. 

RICHARD CARCIA 

119 E. Main Street 

Anadarko, Okla. 



USE THIS ENTIRE COUPON!! 

JUST PRINT PLAINLY ON THIS COUPON, YOUR 
NAME. ADDRESS. AGE AND SEND IT TO ME WITH 
10c TO COVER COST OF MAILING AND HANDLING. 



Joe Higgins 
Room 315 
60 Hudson St. 
New York City 



Dear Joe: 

Please enroll me as a member of the 
SHIELD G-MAN CLUB. I am enclosing 
this coupon together with Ten Cents to 
cover the costs of handling and mailing 
my Badge and Identification Card. 




EXACT COPY OF BADGE 
IN THREE COLORS 
RED— WHITE— BLUE 



Name 

Address Ace. 

CUT ON THIS LINE 



York CRy. 
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Pnce uctcna* 

r T)MB, THE SHIELD ANC 

' CUSTY HAC NOTHING TO"^ 

CO .'SO TWEY WENT TO 

VISIT A HAUNTBP HOUSE,' 

C ANC MET A l^E^V FRIENDLY ' 

GHOST f A MOST UNUSUAL 

GHOST"" WHO OlOHT caize 

/MUCH PO<Z HAUNTING BUT 

WHO LOVED TO PAINT PIC - 

Tutems! bounds ckazv, 

POE9NT IT* BUT THEN, 

THIS IS A v«rv c«>*rv 
APveNTueer just 
ueEP ceacxng 

YOU'LL SEE WHAT 

IV £ ME AM 



jrl A R R Y^. S H R T E H^J. D IT. O R. 



wow; WOTTA 
NIGHT,' NO U6t 
GOING ANV 
PUKTHglZ IN 
THIS WKATHEe, 
PUSTYl 




^JJ/iTM a ShaRC SCZEBCm of 

seAK.ee and GeiNCiNG Tiees 
the cae ewEeves into a oitchJ 

AT THE S/CE OF THE eOAC-- 






'whO'6 the 

MANIIAC 

That -^ 
OTHEK 
CAI7 .' ^^ 


Twhat- THE SAM M/Ct.'l 
[ THERE IB NO 

L other car ocrrl 
~ HEREf i-OOx- Ol/T-J 

T HEEE. «vm^ 

. Ou stv tjty- ,: *W 




w^f- ^ ~J 


P*i>?Sl 


r J 










THOSE IV EKE <?£//? 
OIV/S/ HEAOUQHT6 

we saw eePLECTEC 
im that wxcceozf 




osviouslv 

SO/HEONE i© 
'aimxiOUS to ICEEPJ 
VISITOR© AWA> 
■ P-eO^l THAT HOUSE', 



fiFWX 



anC? the SwielO 
anC C?u5Tv 
AZ£= GONNA 
■ PirwD our 

tVHO THAT 
SOMEONE 

I©, EHf 



ClCaHT' 
STRIP 
FOR 
/ ACT) OH' 



AND iP WE'Q SWEIZvED THE 
OTHE5IZ WAV THERE'S WHERE 
WE WOUL.O 
HAVE ' 

t-AHOEDf . 



QhOST 

oe no 

flHOST- 
HERE 

KfE 
COME f 




■ -_ ■ 




^^ 




>V 




joint' too^e 
Lite rr was 

BUILT IN THE 
REVOLUTION- 
ARY- WAfSf 



Oh, ow,' A 
LIGHT' Lets 
investigate* 



.i^*r>l 



WELL \ WHO TH6 
T'LL HECK 'S 

0E-- / -T-MA-T 

CHARACTER 



COME IN. 

gsntlemen, 
OOaaE in/ 



MOW CO VOO Ufc-6 

my latest Paint- 

INGf A MAgTEe- 
PlECE. ISN'T 



tt^ 






.F* 



WHO ASE *O0« WHAT-gJONE aUE-STlON" 

the iOEa op Paint- • at a time Plead- 
ing vooi?5eup -^^^ picst i am ^ me 

BEING MAWefP'BW QMOfT Of THIS 

MOUSE OF CC*-.I<ZS£' 



\tA 



YOU • " 

YOU'gE 

THE 
WHAT t 






■»\ 



'the ghost r as poe the 

Painting, I always Cainy 

AAYSELP EXACTLY THAT 
WAY' BEEN COlNG IT NOW. 

«=oe 

lS-O 
YEARS' 





YOU SEE, 

X WAS 

HANGED IN 
THie Vf/ZY 

House AT THAT 

TWH--AN0 eiNCB 

i Lovea to 

OAB0LE WITH A 

eeuSH wheni 

WAS ALIVE, I C?E- 

ooed to Take rr 

UP» AGAIN INSTF4C 
OF THB USUAL 
HAUNTlN 
0USiNESe» 



' I USE MYBBLF , 

AS A AOOEL./ 

t you see my 

BODY 10 0TILL 
HANGING IN 
THE ATTIC f 




•/ 



G-GOOD 
GOSH.' 



WHV DON'TT YOU'ZE 
YOU GO UP- \C?A«NEP 

sfAies anc J eight 
see foe / r will / 

vOUKSELF' 






/T--/T /S 

H/M f 0UT 
WOW 

WHA- — 
WMO — 
/VtAYgE 
IW GO- 
ING 
NUTS' 




^^~^s_ ^fWAIT A 


\\ so 


f^f^ W /MINUTE' 


Y YOU 


Sfr lllllifim #*IF THIS 


JOlEO 4 


y~-^^*-^^B GUVS ^ 


qiso 


^been hanging po(2 \ 


/YEAIZS 


ISO years, HOW iS HIS V 


'AGO.' . 


Lsocy SO WELL FPE- >f 


mow < 


^^__ __ SBSZS'BCT */l 


NICE.' / 



U<^^; 






*< f 



NICE.' WHAT'0 
SO NICE ABOUT 
HANGING/ IT'S 
v£<ZY UN-r— ^ 

Pleasant /i»^^. 
I assure <y- ~n> 

you.' i'asvs 



=~^ 



PJTTHAT MOMBNT 
"^TWC SUtBLP COMS31 
CCWNSTAJBSr.- 



WHXT IN-- OU0TY AMP 
THE C3HOOT I^INTEI? 

,>*ue SONS 

DUSTY f OH 
PU9TY' 




NOW IT'S Mf TUfZN TO Pi. AY 
GAMES --AMP 0CZCJTHECZ 
DO I PLAY ROUGH 






^^^77 ivell. >oue > 

■^ HlClNG CJ*YS 
jK |\ AEE OVHK/ 


S3S 






cv/ 1 ^i|Mii^H Wr^ ^^fl 



EASY NOW, SHIElOT, 

oe vou<? nip 
pal gets it; 




YOU OOH' 
r THINK xovze QO- 
UtsG TO GET AWAV 
WITH TH/6, MUCH 

LONaee, co 

YOU SNAKY 71 



ONG ENOUGH PCXZ TW£ 
MEAT ON Wff TO cool- • 
THEN 01. OW TOWN/ THE 
COP6 AINT GONNA C3ET 

./Me FOZ that saxjnOEK'S 

KILLIN'' 



pg g r r v 
in' peofL.e 

OFF WITH 

ghosts: 



V 



YOU EVEN 




maC7 /vie 


Twhat ghost aizt- 

/(STf I NBVBC P"ULL 


ROOl.EC? 


WITH THAT 


J BO &XT' YOU GOT 


GHOST ^ 


' SOMETHING UP* 


AKTlST f 


LYee sleeve^^ 


GAQ.' fl 


fer shiel-c/ /jgjgfl 


r^^iss 





0NJAK.V/ 
LOCK,' HOWO 

oat cjuveveTiNj 



Oh/ so oats oe ghost 

AKT7ST.' MICE <3AQ, 
SHlEuC" BUT IT AIN'T 
GONNA VVOKK' 



HIS FBANTIC HASTE ONE SJ-ANP 500N, TH« <tOOM Iff A 
TMS GANG9TEXS KNOCKS)) eeBTHIN« INFBKNO 
IB A. UJHB39BNB LA<MP-- 




BjeePEBAreoi; tub pzmziz twists 
^iue wheel fozsbtful of the 
eHeee mECfice at the sice 

OF THE EOAC? ANC-- 





WOWf KfOHT 
OVBIZ TUB CLIFF f , 

THEY ClCNT 
&E~T A WAV 

APTEK ALU' 





TOUSTY.' WHEN WB /MAKE 

/out ou<z iZBPDjrr to the 

I P. a I., I PON'T TW/NK IVEO 
I SETTER >WENT/ON IM 
\GHOeTf\T WOULDN'T MAKE 
\QOOO fZEAOlNG ON AN OP- 
FICIAL PILE" SHEET-/ AND BE 
SlPES, EVEN THOUGH WE 
SAW IT WfTH OUJZ OWN 

eves, r fo<? one. still 

HA LP DON'T 0ELIEV/E 




OPMNINOi (CBNB..A TKAVBLINa 
CIKCUM..AT TMB MOMENT. 0JO.ua 

'r»*»**urrous ooa-rtAiNBM 

IS MH.iaHTlNa THB AuOiBnCB 
INITM HB*_g±M¥ft* CANINES. 



THB ACT iS OVEH..AH0 
BBLI.A TAKES HEK 
BOWS.. INPATIENT POg 
THB AUDIENCE'S 

PEPAStTUBB.... 



TMBN SHE HASTENS BAtSSgLY 
TO TMB TBNT Off SAMSON, THE 
STSONS //iAN/..\r 



"S 



DON'T WOBKY 
'ABOUT THAT PKEAK 
■fbSBAND OF TOi-US, 
[BELL 
I ' 




HE S OOT 

THB STRENGTH 
or A MAP. 
man/ 



AND YOU, YOU'BB 
AS TIMiD At A i 

I mouse, vou.. : 

YOU COMVABO-' 
STRONG MAN, 

BAH," 




BUT.. BUT IT 

WASN'T MV 
FAUUT 8BLLA/ 
'HB TOO* MB 
COMPLETELY 
BY SuaP*i5E.' 



mmmPh — 

wbll, i advi5b 

YOU TO lEAVS 
THIS ORCUS, 
BBCAUSE vv-es 
TWlSTO COMBS 
TO, HB MAY 
TAKE YOU BY^ 
SU8«iSE 

AOA.Ps/ 






MAYBB MB WILL, AND 
MAYtB HB WON'T .'HBY/ 
JOCKO/ CM EBB, QUICK f 



toil 

THAT DAME" 
if MAKIN' A 
SUC<EZ OUTA 
SAMSON.' BUT IP 
I DON'T DO LIKE 
HE SAYS, HB'Lu BREAK 
MY BONBS.' HBBB, TWiSTO 
TAKB A SuUfl O' THiB/ 






NOW, LADEBZ.AN' 
dENNULMBN.WB BRlNa 

you rwtsro, tmb 

MARVEL OP THE AGE/ 
TW/iTO,TME MAN 
WITH THB RUBBER 
BONES/ HIS PEATS OP 
CONTORTION WILL. 

AMAZB YOU.' 

CONFOUND 

YOU/ 







BUT SUDDENLY THE CANVAS IS BUOST OPEN. AND THE 

contorted pisuee op twisto tumbles our.. 

STILL. GB.OTESQUELY TWISTSP INTO THE SHAPE 
OP A SNAIL 



.. ANP SO IT IS- SOME NIGHTS 
LATE8 *N OPPLY TWISTED 
PK3U0.E TWISTED TO KESEMBlE 

a snail. Slowly ShupPlBS 
up to one op the ciacus 
TSNTS.. MALICIOUS black 

eyes peek into the 
inter i ob 



..AND AS THOU9H SATISPiBD AT tYHAT 
HB HAS SEEN. THE SNAIL HCBBi.ES 
AtVAY CHUCKLING EVILLY.- 



THBV'BB SOTm STILL 
WITH THE CIRCUS-' 

aoooS lee* aooof 





now, i'll make all 
the preparations in , 
«w mou5ehold , to 
seceiv6 guests/ 





NEXT N/&HT AS SAMSON 
LEAVES THE CIRCUS <StOUNPS\ 




MMAW/L* IN THK HBWS. 

tup*e oppica wHKitm 

THKLMA aOftDON 18 
BMPLOYBP... 



1, thbl.' txl ao \ 

■L.P/ITHINK I'VB ) 
A CLUB A« TO,-^2| 



RSkay, 

A\YSEu=. 

aor 

WHO POISONED 
TWIffTO.' 





BBAB/N6 WITH PAIN A HP 
PUBY, THE HOaSB'S SHAZP 
HOOFS PBAg AT IT'S PBOSTBATB 
T0BMB/YTOB,AHP BlP THB 
h-ATEB. SWOLLEN HOSE 




ABBVPTLY, THB HANGMAN 
BOLLS OUT OP HABMS WAY, 
PISENGAGES HIMSBLP PBOM 
THE PErLATBP WATEB- HOSE, 
AMP— 





JT'S TOO LATB TO SAVE 
SAMSON /HE'S OGADf BUT 
I'M GOING TO GET THATV, 
L MADMAN, 3EFOZE HE 

> CAN DO ANY PUBTHEZ 
■ ^ HARM f 





..BUT IT'S ONLY 
TBMPoaAKY. t 
hJASSU«B YOU/ 




WHEN 1 PUSH THIS L.EVEB 
THIS HOUSE, AND _ 
IN IT WILL BE BLASTED 
B'TS .' 





f VBS, SiB t WE'RE ) 

. LEAVING, POR -/ 

\&ooos j- — 




Mi-. '•^ i: £5fl& 


^...^^Ji^ 








THAT'S ALU RIGHT, 

FIDO-. WE OIDN-T 

_ NEED THE CANOE 

f ANYWAV .' 





YOU REMEMBER JOE ACCIDENTALLl 
GOT HOOKED ONTO AN AIRPLANE 
WHICH SNATCHED HIAA RIGHT 
OUT OF HIS ROWBOA7 ON THE 
MISSISSIPPI AND DROPPED 
HIM RIGHT IN THE MIDST OF 
THE GREAT MURKY MOUNTAINS 




C7 



TH OL' COLONEL'S GRAN'SON HIRED \ 
ME T' TAKE CARE O' THIS CARVIN OF HIS *-« 
GRAN'PAPPY BUT 'TWIXT MY ROOMATIZZUM 
AN MY POSSUM HUNTIN' I RECKON I 
BEEN A MITE NEGLEC TFUL / 

YEAH.' FER FOUR ER FIVE 
YEARS SY TH' LOOKS O' 
THAT 




TH' GRAN'SON ONLY COMES ^ 
OUT FROM TH' CITY 'BOUT EVERY 
FOUR ER FIVE YARS-HE WVS 
ME FIVE DOLLARS A YEAR. 
AN' LETS ME AN' MY FAM'LY 
LIVE IN TH'OL' BUNGSORT 
MANSION THATS BACK IN 
TH' WOODS A SHORT PIECE .' 



u 




BUT HES A-COMIN' TDAAORRER 
AN" IF HE SEES THAT TRE6 ON 
HIS SRAN'PAPPr'S NOSE I'LL 
SHORE 'NUFF LOSE MY JOB .' 



HUSH, OL CROW 
THIS IS SAD/ 







V THET'S MY ^ 
FAtflY- TH- 
BEST PACK 0' 
VARMINT 
HOUNDS IN TH' 
COUNTY- THErs 
MIGHTY 
AFFEOCSHINUTT.' 





WITH THESE THINGS IT'LL 
BE A EASY J06FER.Y0 
reiT THAT TREE OFF'N 
GRAtfPAPFrs NOSE ' 




TAINT ONLY TH' FIYE DOLLARS 
A-YEAR SALARY I'D BE A-LOSIN 
BUT THINK 0' MY PORE PAM'LY 
GITTIN' KICKED OUTTA TH 
FINE OL'BUNSSNORT 
MANSION ! 




LOOKS LIKE TH' OL' MAN'S IN A TOUCH 
i SPOT/ BUTMEBBE THEYS A WAY OUT/ 
![ NEXT MONTH'S PIP COMICS WIUTEIL 
TH' STORY .'DON'T MISS IT/ 
RS.--NEXT MONTH JOE WILL ANNOUNCE 
TH' WINNER OF HIS CONTEST TO FIND A 
l/NAME FOR HIS TALKING CROW / 



Era itch 




THAT'S BIGHT 
GIRLS, THE FIGHT 
.WON'T LAST 
LONfl/WMV. T 
CAN LICK ANY 
, ONE ON THAT 
' H/LLDALE 
TEAM/ ONE... 
Two... THKEE.. 
OA/E-... rtva.. 



/S THAT 
SO?/ 



"oj 



i*m 



THAT'S TRUE, 
l ARCHIE, BUT IP 
YOU INTEND TO 
LICK 'EM, YOU'LL 
UWSBP t»esb.' 

;POOi ABCH... 
Tf K. Tf *..) 



V 



h 



jgrj 






.. f 




'W 



(( 





f WATCH THIS, 

I. J -a.. ! LEAD 

•'WITH A LHPT 

AND A RIQMT 





A,v* so, 

abcm/b 
complbtbly 
roeaerT/Ha 

ABOUT Hit 
WTH&tV 

eyetSLASs 
Huaa/ee 

POM TO TXB 
&YAA TO 

sbtt-lb tm/s 
obupbb 

r/ClMT WITH 
mfifP 

coHnpeH-r/AujA 

TUB SAPBST 

placb to ae 

WHBM THBV 

STABT 

Tt**O>Y'/V0 

*'STS IS, 

BETWEEN 

▼w«m.... 





the sioaez 
TmB"Y abb, thb 

ma«dbb thbv 
pau_,a»ch/ all 

YA OOTTA 00 
IS COUNT THMi. 
THBN LBT MM 
HAVE IT/ 





AT THE MHJBjBWS eES/DEHCE.. 



mary /where' 
are those 

GLASSES, t 

SENT ARCHIE 
POR TESTER- 
DAY* 



X DON'T *NOW,l 
P RED/ BUT IP / 
k VOU WANT 
YOUE 
PRESCRIPTION.. 



■<" 



^ 



/ £ 



HEBE 



spirit o pgiyggp ^e*^ 

ALTHOUGH 

NEARLY 

BUA/O 

WITHOUT 

GLASSES 

IT IS WITH 

GREAT 

PRiOE. 



ABOVE; 

THE 

PBES. 

CRIPTlON 
OP ARCHIE* 
LASSES... 



IgUT REPul. 
PRINCIPAL ? 

wsATHERBee 

CALLED 
ARCHIE 
RIVEBDALE'S 

GREATEST 



r*VB YOU 

tuned in on 
archie yet* 
hb appears 
every day, 

AfOHPAY TO 

*e/0AY t 
ON THE ffLUE 

\ETWOItK.' 

laugh your, 

TROUiLES AWAY 
WITH 

asch/e AHPeen-s. ' 

AND 
DON'T POBGBT 

TO WRITE,' 
HB'S ANXIOUS TO 
MKAR PROM YOU/ 
ADDRBSS YOUR 
LBTTffRS TO 

AZCH/e A.\-oeepys. 

STATION W.J.Z. 
N.Y.C. N.Y. 



^SJLACK MOOD 

WANTS YOU TO TUNE IN ON THE W.O.R. 
MUTUAL BROADCASTING SYSTEM 




^MB BLACK A/OOP H ON THB AlS BVBBY DAY MONDAY TO Ml DAY ON iTHI 
W.Oft. MUTUAL tHOADCASTlNQ tYlTBM.' CONSULT YOUR nSW«»AP6R WJ THE TiMB... 
4AtP TW*m th/S K TWIiT O* THB DIAL.. ANO YOU'RB ON TmI miOm.*OAD TO TmRiu.6^ 
IKAKRI AND QUAUBS.' C«BB»1 ANO »MRlBX*"WlTH TMB GRBATBtT CRlMB flOHTBa OB 

tmbnTall... r/w ***©«• >voo^rwaiTB to thb »uaoc H ^ a -*°*. "^ c - "■'"- 

IB VBBY auAD TO WBAR *ROM YOU' ANO RRMBMiBR, WHEN YOU'*! BBAOiNa AN 
"iV^UBlVcATION.! ^U'RB READING THB BSST COMC MAOAZINB MONBY CAN ■**.'/ 

Aooatii vou8 lbttbb to thb slack hoop, §tat/on w.o.b. n.y.c. n 



TUT. 
TUT/ 



CO ioco 

-/ i ^tut.^! E-j • • — » ^^ 



S&S5 



•»v 



f^i 



=*»** 



) 



\V 



BRAVO/ 
HURRAY/ 

MARCO 
LOCO// 



'^J9 



X SAY 
MAKE 'E/A, 

CAPTAIN- 



WE NEVER WOULD 
HAVE BEEN PZEED , 
FROM OUR CHAINS. _^ 
IP THESE BRAVE 
GENTLEMEN HADN'T 
LICKED THE 
.PIRATES/ 



..AND 
PIRST 



/t J> *AT*S\ 

_ -&66A.- /^CAPTAIN 7P/6P 

SHOULD RE SKlPPERi 



WO CmgMMONY IS COMPLMTK 
\MTHOUT *OOP.'SO LBT'S OO 
\pc>r/v, ivHegB thbyp/sh it ocnz. 
^AHP BOY, PO THBY...~ 



NOT THAT SLUBBER TWE WANTS )/ SERVICE/ 

. belly/ r/tooer. Icue bats//i <3arson / . 
: say/ >fwE wants ^ mirazr 

OUR WTSSlFOOPf 



J% 



-:( same , 
HERE/ 



0* 



tut. tut/ have, 
patience, boys/ 
here's *s\cocm 

SPBClALf PANCAKE5/> 



'THERE'S A 

LABGEE island 

BEfOND THAT 
' SMALL ONE- 



i' «■ ' — es— * 

/AAVBE TONIGHT^ 
I WIU. OSWkRT 
■ FBOM THIS SHIP 
WITH THE STOLE 
JElA/BLf I HAVff 

Boaaoweo 




AHEM- Wt 
CAN J THE 
WHOLE ' 
ISLAND? GiRlS 
TOO? iSULP/ . 




DON'T \ 


(gulps Ytry to killYlemme at 


WORRY, / 


lHOW 010 I MY FRIENDS.yf'IM/ I'LL 


MABCO/S 


'HE CETV'BH^TO THE yTEAH HIM ^ 


I'Wi RIGHT. 


HERE? A DUNGEON ){ GIZZARD 


BEHIND^ 


7 AND ^\WITH HIM, f^V FROM GAll 


YOU/ ) 


' WHY? ) > M»N/ J ( BLADDER/ 


-N * 


S^tJ^Kft 











YOU'RE A STINKER.' 
A LIAR.' A CHE A - / 
A PIG/ A COW/ A 
1 HORSE / A WHOlC 
BARNYARD/ I'LL 
GET EVEN/ 



iv„?JV 



/ 



F5 







WOE 16 ME.' THEZE'S ONLY 
ONE WAY OUT / I GOTTA SET- 
CAPTAIN THUD OUTA THE 
BRIG.' I tYOULP HAVE AN 
IDEA LIKE THIS/ BUT IT'S 
BETTER THAN MARRYING 
THAT H I P PO / ANYTHING * 
BETTER 
"iS^V THAN 
* fi^\ THAT/ 




<3l?iZB~ IP ONU» THERE 
WAS SOME WAV POR ME 
TO GET OUTA HERE/ 
WHAT 1 WOULDN'T DO 
TO THAT »*•.'•: CG/* 
MARCO LOCO.' 



I 



r 



V 



V 



'Boy/vo hate 
to be in masco 
locos shoes, 
if he gets 
captain thud 
out of the 

BRlG/ DON'T FAIL" 
TO READ THE 
NEXT INSTALL- 
MENT OF MAZCO 




TRIPLE-CROSS 



/ytVILLE WHITTEN looped 
^-^ the free end of the black 
knit tie around the knot another 
time as he watched himself in the 
mirror of the cheap bureau. What 
he needed right then was one more 
drink. Jusi one more. He had to 
watch his step nol only tonight 
bul for the next few days. Those 
detectives would be nosing around 
if they suspected anything and he 
had to have his wits about him. 

He went over to the shelf and 
tool* down a boltle of cheap gin. 

"Here's to Courvoisiei. chum," 
he toasted himself, naming his 
favorite brandy In a short while, 
it would be no more of this 
damned gin, often pleaded foi on 
credil at the local package store. 

He scratched at a shiny spot on 
the cheap suit that clothed his slim 
body, then tossed off the drink. 
He slapped the glass down on his 
typewriter table, glared Beside 
the battered portable was that 
latest rejection slip from an 
editor. " regret that we will 

be unable to use youi manuscript 
foi oui publications but thank 
you foi the " Orville Whitten 
thumbed his nose at it haughtily. 
He would be all finished with 
that. too. thank God Of course, 
some day he might sit down at 
his leisure and turn out the kind 
of a book of which he was easily 
capable But he wouldn't have to 
keep pushing out those damned 
pot-boilers to eat and go around 
licking the boots of those sneer- 
ing editors 

He walked ovei for a fresh cig- 
arei, passing the thick black cur- 
tain across the little ell that served 
him as a dark room. Yes, and * 
when things were different, he 
would have a real photographic 
lab set up in his new apartment. 
He slid into his cheap trench-style 
raincoat, buckled it, surveyed him- 
self in the mirror again. Yeah, and 
he'd have one of those real smart 
threehundred-and-fifty-buck cam- 
elhair sports coats, too. 

Oh, he had it all planned out. 
When a man knows, simply 
knows, a thing ia going to happen. 
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he makes plans. He went to a 
bureau drawer, drew out one of 
those inexpensive metal strong- 
boxes you buy at drugstores, un- 
locked it, and drew a gun from 
the wad of cloth inside. It was 
8 Police Positive. 

'"Oh, it's murder, he says,"* 
he hummed a snatch from the 
song-hit as he went out . . . 

It was chill and it was drizzling 
slightly with the river traffic honk- 
ing away out in the haze. But 
Orville Whitten ignored the weath- 
er. He was too exhilarated. "Mur- 
der's a tonic," he muttered. 

He caught a bus and moved 
halfway down the aisle and gave 
the hot eye to a dyed blonde. 
Then he remembered that very 
shortly he wouldn't waste time 
looking at something like her. Not 
with what he would have in his 
pocket. At midtown, he paced 
around the terminal until the su- 
burban coach swung in, unable to 
stand still He felt like a chap 
at a dance waiting foi the music 
to start 

And this time he was calling the 
tune. He wasn't going out to old 
Uncle Edson's to kowtow around 
and laugh at the old goat's stupid 
stories and then obsequiously lead 
up to a small touch. He was going 
out there to kill him. Orville felt 
the form of the gun in his coat 
pocket beneath his raincoat. The 
gun belonged to his uncle. 

So. he had the gun, a gun that 
could only be traced to the dead 
man, when he was dead. Then 
there was the day, Wednesday. 
That was the day the old woman 
who kept Uncle Edson's house 
took the night off and went home 
to stay with relatives. So there 
would be no witnesses to even 
know he had been there. 

Then there was the letter. He 
had it in his inside pocket now. 
The letter, the bitingly sarcastic 
letter Uncle Edson had written 
him in reply to his note that he 
was so desperate that if he didn't 
get money he was about ready to 
take hit own life. Uncle Edson 
had ironically called his attention 



to the fact that the New York 
State legal code no longer con- 
sidered it a crime for a man to 
take his own life. A man's life 
belongs to him, Uncle Edson had 
written. There was one line that 
was a beauty, for his plans at 
least, Orville remembered. "What 
I say is," Uncle Edson had writ- 
ten, "that when a man gets tired 
of the struggle on this earthly 
sphere at any time, it is his privi- 
lege to discontinue his tenure 
thereon when he wishes." That 
was a honey. When the police saw 
that on top of the picture of the 
old boy slumped over his desk 
with a bullet in his head and one 
of his own guns lying beside 
him. . . . 

And he had applied the clincher 
himself with his phone call to 
Uncle Edson that afternoon. 

"I know how I can raise some 
money — a good chunk, if I can 
show I'm your heir," he had told 
his uncle over the wire. 

"And who the devil says you 
are?" Edson had come back. 

Orville hadn't been too worried. 
He was the only relative old Ed- 
son had left, anyway. "I don't 
know. But if I am, if I can show 
proof and you'll back me up, I 
can gel hold of enough to pay 
ou back what I owe you," he 
ad applied the clincher. 

"Oh." Uncle Edson had appear- 
ed to think for some little time. 
Then he had said, "All right. Sup- 
pose you drop out to see me this 
evening — after dinner." 

Which fixed it up to the cross- 
ing of the last "t." Uncle Edson 
would take the will out of his 
wall safe, prove to him he waa 
named as sole heir, return the 
will very carefully and then — 
powie! 'Uncle Edson would just 
be a police case sprawled at hia 
own desk. A case that would go 
down in the records as "suicide." 

Ldson Whitten pattered out 
again into the serving pantry m 
his brocade dressing gown. The 
stage was very nicely set, he 
decided. 

He slid aside a Vermouth bot- 
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tie a moment and smiled benignly 
til the labelless decanter behind 
il. In that cut-glass decanter was 
a nice dose of potassium cyanide. 
He had picked it up that time 
,-ome weeks ago when he had paid 
an unexpected call on his nephew, 
Orville. Dear Orville had passed 
out cold when he was ready to 
leave, so he had borrowed a fair 
amount of the cyanide from his 
photographic supplies without his 
knowledge. 

After all, this little idea of 
homicide had been flitting around 
in the back of Edson's head for 
some months. Ever since he fully 
realized the twin facts that dear 
Orville never would be able to 
pay back the hundreds he had lent 
him over the years and that the 
bank would foreclose the mortgage 
on hi* home when it came due. 
He couldn't pay it. of course. 

Those little secret sins of his 
ate up money, more money than 
Edson had realized. Bookmakers 
always demand payment in full 
on the last losses before you could 
lay another bet. And even those 
girls in the second-rate nightclubs 
could swig down a lot of high- 
balls and get ideas about what 
would make a nice gift from Dad- 
dy. No, few people, much less Or- 
ville, were aware of it. But Edson 
Whitten was flat broke. 

He wouldn't be for long though. 
He hummed to the tune on the 
radio in the front room. The 
number was "Black Magic." Ed- 
son repeated the words of the re- 
frain after the tinging star. 
"'Down and down, I go. . . .'" 
Round and Round, 1 go. . . ■ 

Edson felt so good he made 
himself up a quick one, fingers 
caressing the stopper of the cy- 
anide carafe once or twice. It was 
all so simple. There was s little 
matter of that insurance policy 
he had taken out on Orville'* life 
a few years ago. By mutual agree- 
ment, of course, with him as the 
beneficiary. So everything wa* all 
right. It wa* for a nice co*y ten 
thousand. The idea, when they 
agreed on it, was for the policy 
to protect Uncle Edson against any 
loss in view of dear Orville'* 
demise. 

That policy wa* the setup. The 
refc wa* a mere matter of detail* 
that had almost worked themselves 



out. Orville calling up for an ap- 
pointment on his housekeeper'* 
night off. The cyanide he had bor- 
rowed from dear Orville. Then 
that desperate money-begging let- 
ter from Orville just a short while 
ago. One line in it was a beauty, 
"unless I can procure some finan- 
cial aid at once — and you are my 
only hope — I am afraid there is 
no sense in my keeping up this 
vain existence. I am ready to take 
my own life. . . ."' 

There. That was the clincher. 
Now. all he had to do was shoot 
dear Orville his little Cyanide 
Blossom Special, put the body in 
the car out back, drive him home, 
and tote him up the stairs. 

The doorbell rang. It was Or- 
ville. "Five minutes late, too," 
Uncle Edson tch-tched as he pas- 
sed through the living room. 

Things went over very smooth- 
ly. Orville said the place looked 
black as sin, as if there were no- 
body home, coming down the 
road. Which was just the impres- 
sion Uncle Edson wanted the 
neighbors to get. 

"Well, I have these heavy shades 
and draperies pulled, Orville. You 
never can tell when one of those 
blasted blackouts will come. And 
—of course, there's always the 
danger of raiders sweeping in with 
no blackout warning. So — your 
Uncle Edson is prepared." 

"You're right, at that," Orville 
agreed. "And I am. uncle," he ad- 
ded under his breath, keeping a 
hand in that side pocket where 
he had the gun to hide the bump 
of it. 

Uncle Edson was even pleasant 
about bringing out the will. He 
showed dear Orville where he was 
named sole heir. "That's that 
Now, how about a little drink." 

Uncle Edson sat down and his 
hand shook a little as he reached 
for his cocktail glass. A good stiff 
jolt would make il easier for him 
to go through with the job. Then 
his eyes strayed to the clock dial 
and reflected in it he saw what 
was coming. Orville was sliding 
over behind him with a gun. 

Uncle Edson's glass slipped 
from hi* fingers and spilled its 
content* across the blotter. Then 
the gun muzzle wa* at the side 
of his bead. 

"All right." Orville had a shaky 



laugh in the back of his throat. 
"Get yourself a drink before you 
leave this world, uncle." 

Edson sat rigid. "No— no 
thanks," he said. He knew any 
pleading would have been wasted. 
Knew because he realized his 
nephew was just as cold-bloodedly 
intent on murder as he had been. 

Something snapped in Orville. 
Perhaps it was the result of the 
years of boot-licking and figur- 
atively salaaming to this uncle. 
Now, this last time he was going 
to have his way. 'Take my drink, 
uncle!" he said, throat dry. "Take 
it, I tell you! Take it!" 

"No — n-no," Edson gargled, 
knowing what was in that drink. 

Edson Whitten's chalk-hoed 
hand moved out But Orville beat 
him to it. He grabbed up the still 
filled cocktail glass, put it to his 
uncle's mouth, and barked, 
"Drink, you old fool!" 

Edson Whitten drank it in a 
gulp. Maybe it was better than 
being shot. And even as the 
poison grabbed at his vitals like 
writhing hot serpents, the phone 
jangled. He had forgotten to plug 
up the bell with tissue as he had 
planned, his excuse in the morn- 
ing if anybody had tried to reach 
him. 

He grabbed the phone. Then the 
crisp voice of an operator was 
coming over the wire. "Excuse it, 
please. A mistake — " 

"Mis-take!" shrieked Edson in- 
to the mouthpiece as his vital* 
were wracked by the poison. He 
fought for breath. "My nephew- 
murdered m-me — cyanide p-poisori 
—from his photo laboratory . . 
murder . . . police. . . ." And 
then he was down out of the chaii 
on the floor as the stunned Or 
ville grabbed for the instrument 

The operator's voice was yelling 
stridently from the other end. Or 
ville knew it was too late as h< 
saw his dying uncle cease hi: 
paroxysms at his feet. 

"it's murder, he says,*" hi 
muttered thin-voiced. His uncU 
had been out to murder him. Bui 
now he himself was caught, in the 
very trap set for him. The police 
would never believe — 

Orville Whitten placed the mua 
zle of the Police Positive againsi 
his own temple and pulled ih< 
trigger. . . . 
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Knives cAaMfC 

X our X-ACTO knife always has sharp newness... 
ihe reason is the surgical-keen blade is instantly inter- 
changeable. All you do is insert a new blade which is 
done in a jiffy. X-ACTO is an ever-keen knife that 
you re-blade to re-sharpen. Furnished in a variety of 
8 instantly interchangeable blades, making X-ACTO 
an all-around tool for hundreds 01 purposes for which 
sharp knives are needed. 

Now 10 help you usr these lupef X-ACTO knives to theii 

ben possible advantage, we give you absolutely FREE with 

'our order . the great profusely illustrated book "HOW TO 

iUlLD SCALE MODELS FOR DEFENSE" which contains i 
actual plana of several planes and other invaluable information 
You will find hundreds of users for X-ACTO knives No other 
knives compare with X-ACTO for model building (like the 500.000 
actical plane models wanted by 



HOW TO BUILD SCALE MODELS 
FOR DEFENSE", profusely iUustrated. 
Chuck full of information Also contains 
actual plans of several planes FREE__ 
to you with your X-ACTO 
order 
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LlTS TAKE X-ACTO APART 

Juil four purls . , the solid 
handle, the hollow sleeve, the 
split collet, the world's keen. 
Ml bladM. SLEEVE: % turn 
clockwise release* blade. Un- 
screw sleeve, slip off and see 
split collet, which grips blade, 
like lathe collets grip work. 
Collet taper shows why only 
y» turn of sleeve loosens or 
tightens blade Fast ? You'll 
say so! 



the Navy) for template cutting 
and all other cutting requiring 
extreme precision There IS an 
X-ACTO knife for every cutting 
purpose Surprisingly sharp, they 
quickly permit you to get into 
those hard - to • get • at comers. 
X-ACTO has proven its value 
for every whittling or carving job. 

Order your X-ACTO today . . . 
ta* '* *a display at most lead- 
ing hardware, hobby shops ar 
department stores ... or lend 
coupon direct ta at. 
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